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TAK  YOUR  AtlLD  CLOAK  ABOUT 
YE. 


winter  when  the  rain  rained  cauld, 
nd  frost  and  snaw  on  ilka  hill 
Boreas,  with  his  blast  sae  baiikl, 
threatening  a*  our  kye  to  kill. 
II5  my  wife,  wha  h/es  nae  strife, 
aid  to  me  right  hastily, 
goodman,  save  Crumie^s  life, 
aid  tak  your  auld  Cioak  about  ye. 

'  Crnmie  is  a  useful  ^ow, 

id  she  is  cooie  of  a  good  kin' ; 
^  has  she  wet  the  bairns'  mou' 
^ind  l  am  laith  that  she  should  tyue  ; 
et  up,  gcodnian,  it  is  fu^  time. 
The  sun  shines  frae  the  Uft  see  hie, 
Sloth  nevc#  mp.de  a  grades  end, 
Go  tak  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

My  el  oak  was  ande  a  good  grey  cloak, 

When  it  fitting  for  my  wear  ; 
But  now  it^s  scantly  wortit  a  groat, 

For  I  ha*ve  worn't  these  thretty  yc  -r. 
Xel^s  spend  the  gear  that  weSiave  w^on. 

We  little  leen  the  day  we'll  die^ 
TJiea  ni  be  proud^  since  I  hae  sworn 

'To  fiae'a  n«^w  cloak  about  me. 


Ib  days  when  our  King  Robert  ra'Ag, 

His  trews  they  cost  but  hauf  a  crown 
He  said  they  were  a  groat  owre  dear, 

And  ca'd  th3  tailor  thief  Md  lown: 
He  was  the  king  that  wore  a  crown, 

And  thoa'rt  a  man  oflaigh  degree ; 
'TiU  pride  puts  a'  tlic  cofinfery  down, 

Sae  tak  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

Every  land  has  its  ain  haugh, 

Ilka  kind  of  corn  has  its  ain  hool; 

I  think  the  warid  is  a'  gane  daft, 
When  ilka  wife  her  man  wad  rule. 

Do  you  not  see  Rob,  Jock,  and  Hab, 
How  they  are  girded  gallantUe, 

1  While  I  sit  hurkSen  in  thease; 

j    I'll  hae  a  new  cloak  about  me. 

Goodman,  I  wat,  'tis  thretty  years 

Since  we  did  anither  ken  ; 
And  we  hae  had  atween  us  twa, 

Of  lads  and  Ixjnny  lasses,  ten  : 
Now  they  are  women  grown  and  men, 

I  wish  and  pray  vve<^l  may  they  "be ; 
A*Jh1  why  wilt  thou  uif  ^el  misken? 

E'en  tak  your  auUl  cloak  about  ye. 

ieM  nij  wife,  she  lo'es  nae  strife. 

But  she  wa'A  guide  me,  if  she  ca-i ' 
Lnd  to  maintain  an  easy  !!fe 


1  aft  maun  Yield  tlio'  I'm  gooclman, 
Nought's  to  bi  woii  at  woman'KS  hand, 

Unless  ye  gie  her  a'  the  plea; 
Sae  Fll  leave  aft  where  I  began, 
And  tak  my  auFcl  cloak  about  me. 


L(^W  DOWN  IN  THE  BROOM. 

My  daddieis  a  canberM  carle, 
He'll  no  twhi  with  his  gear. 
My  minnie  she's  a  scaulding  wife, 
Hauds  a'  the  house  a-ste^r  ; 

But  let  them  sciy,  or  let  them  do, 

Its  a'  ane  to  me, 
I'^or  he's  low  down,  he's  in  the  broom, 

That^s  waiting  on  me ; 
Waitin^*  o,n  me,  my  love, 

He's  waiting  on  mo  ; 
For  he's  low  down,  he's  in  the  broom, 
Thai^s  waiting  on  me. 

My  auntie  Kate  ^it  at  her  ^yhee!, 

And  sair  she  ii«ghtlies  me ; 
Bixt  weel  ken  I,  it%  a*  envy, 

For  ne'er  a  jo  has  she. 

But  lei  them  saj^,  &c. 

My  coi^in  Kate  ^vas  sair  beguird 
With  Jobniaie  in  lh#  glen  ; 


^lv:\  aye  since  syne:  slie  cries,  1 
hlse  delncHiig  men. 
Ikn  let  thein  say,  S^c, 

B f  e oxl  Sari cjy  Ii e  ca m e  \v a  st     n  \ ghu 

And  speii 'd  when  I  saw  Pate? 
And  aye  since  syiic  ihe  neif^hbour:?  rci'iul 
They  jeer  nie  air  and  late. 

Bat  let  them  say,  or  let  them  do. 

It's  a'  ane  to  me  ; 
For  ril  gae  to  the  bonnie  lad 

That's  waiting  on  nie; 
Waiting  on  n-ie,ai]y  love, 

He^s  \vaiting  on  me  ; 
For  he's  low  dovv-n in  the  broom. 
That's  waiting  on  nie. 


JOHN  ANITERSON,  MY  JO 

John  Anderson,  my  jo^  John, 

When  we  weie  lirst  acquenu, 
Your  lv>cks  "^ere  like  the  raven, 

YQur  bonnie  brow  Avaa  brent ; 
But  now  your  head's  tm^ned  bald.  Johvi, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snow, 
Yet,,  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 


John  Anderson^  i'^y  j^^'j  John, 


^vvheniKta,efi,,t  began 
i  t.  try  her  cannie  hand,  John, 
^  Her  «>a.ster-work  wasraan; 
...vnynuamangthema'  John, 
^'''^  *"8' frae  tap  to  toe, 
|?^rov^ed  to  he  nne joismey-work, 
.eliii  Anderson.  R,y  jo, 

Vinderson,  myjo,  Jo]m, 

,  \«  ^^'^''e       first  conceit, 

■"'r  ,C  ",^f  iva  think  it  strange,  John, 

i''ongnIca'yelri,nnnd«eat; 

i  .oug^V.om.  folks, ay  yeVeauld.  John, 
i 'lever  ihmk  ^-ou  so, 

^i.a  i  tnijik  y.^,re  aye  the  same  to  me, 
•'oun  Anderson,  my  jo, 

Anderson,  myjo,  Jehn, 
Vveveseen  our  bairns' bairns, 
-^■'.d  ycv,  my  dear  John  Anderson, 

Im  happy  in  your  arms; 
.in«  sae  are  yp^n  mine,  Joiyi, 
i'iir  sure  ye'Jlne-er  say  no, 
-t  ^iough  the  days  are  cane  that 
•seen, 

John  Ander.-on,  mv  ?o. 

Joh.n  Anderson,  5^yjo3  John, 
What  pleasure  does  it  srie, 
to  -^ee  so  ui.iny  spi-oats,  John, 


v:i}  fi-av 
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Spring  up  'tween  you  and  r>e  ; 
nd  ilka  lad  and  kvss.  JoUn^ 
in  our  footsteps  to  go. 
[ake  perfect  heaven  here  on  ^^ivlh, 
John  Axidi^vsoiii  lisyjo, 

;hn  Ander>K)ii5  ^-^yjo,  Joln^. 

Frae  year  to  year  we've  pabi; 
nd  soon  that  year  nuviui  come,  johaj 

Will  bruig  us  to  L^ur  last ; 
111  let  im  that  aiiVight  a%  jGh::^^ 

Our  !),oarts  were  iie'er  our  foe, 
v'hile  in  innocent. delight  we  iiYeilj 

Jokn  AodersoBj  my  jo. 

>hu  Anuerf'-on,  my  j    J._lu?,  . 

We  clanib  the  hi!i  thegither, 
ml  many  a  can  tie  day,  John 

We've  had  with  fine  anither; 
'ow  we  mauD  totter  down,  John, 
•  But  hiaiid  ill  hand  we'll  go, 
nd  we'll  sleep  thegiti^er  at  the  loot, 

John  Anderson,  liiV  jb. 


TtlE  WOODLAND  MAID. 

woodland  maid,  my  beauty^s  queen, 
1  nature^s  simple  charms  array'd, 
5  heiPA  subdues,  that  matchless  mien 


s 

3ii!l  biiid^  iv.e  to  the  WOGcliand  maid. 

Let^oiWs  sigii  'for  ;nii3es  of  gold. 
For  wide  domain,  for  gay  paratk ; 

I  \v(mld  unmoved  such  toys  behold, 
Pvi)s«eai      of  thee,  sweet  woodian 


md  maid' 


FINIS, 


